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When we got to the corner house, I climbed out of the window and stealthily moved through the garden toward the fence gate \\hich I opened as noiselessly as I could Then I slipped out in the street where there'was no cover They could see me here very clearly if they turned their searchlights our way
The dark patch formed by the dead boy was just a few steps away now I crawled still closer and put out my hand. Then I saw a small cat sitting on top of the bloated corpse* It turned wild, bright eyes on me, and I withdrew my hand, suddenly scared and sickened. Then I stretched out my arm again. It reached the bov's leg. I grasped the thin ankle and pulled hard With a screeching miaow the frightened cat jumped off the body, describing a high somersault A bullet whizzed. The cat fell to the ground, a bleeding, messy blot. Another bullet went over my head I retreated promptly.
We waited for a while, and then one of the boys ventured out again. He managed to drag the boy in with his long hook At least part of our mission had been fulfilled. It was not possible to complete our task, not that night, anyway. The "gatherers" promised to come the next evening for another try Meanwhile it seemed foolish to add to the number of the dead already scattered on Browama Street
Quite unexpectedly the Germans themselves solved our sanitary problem. Aroused by our prowling eipedi-tion, they made a sortie the following night A short engagement ensued, but in the course of it the Germans managed to spray with gasoline and set afire the four houses facing the University on Browarna Street The houses bunied all night When their walls finally crumbled down, the ruins built a merciful grave over the long-dead bodies of our neighbors.
Someone was pulling at my sleeve and shaking me